Il8	THREE  YEARS  OF  CALM  BEFORE  THE STORM
cance and solemnity of it all. After pausing before the shrine we
examined the various relics of Harris which are reverently kept in
the temple, including some of his personal articles and the suit of
his Dutch interpreter, Heusken, who was later assassinated. On a
monument to Harris near the temple is engraved the following excerpt
from his diary on the day that he raised the first consular flag in
Japan :
Thursday, September 4, 1856. Slept very little from excite-
ment and mosquitoes,—the latter enormous in size. Men on
shore to put up my flagstaff. Heavy job. Slow work. Spar falls;
break crosstrees; fortunately no one hurt. At last get a reinforce-
ment from the ship. Flagstaff erected ; men form a ring around
it, and, at two and half p.m. of this day, I hoist the " First Con-
sular Flag " ever seen in this Empire. Grim reflections—ominous
of change—undoubted beginning of the end. Query,—if for the
real good of Japan ?
Admiral Nomura asked me what he meant by " Undoubted begin-
ning of the end." I said he must have meant that this was to be the
end of Japanese isolation (I wonder) and that his final observation
" Query,—if for the real good of Japan ? " showed that he was think-
ing of the interests of Japan quite as much as of the interests of his
own country.
Then we motored a mile or more to Shimoda, through almost
unbroken rows of Japanese school children, both girls and boys,
hundreds and hundreds of them gathered from towns and cities as
far away as Nagoya, all waving Japanese and American flags and
shouting " Banzai! " with a heartiness which could hardly have been
, simulated. This was really very moving too. At length we came to
' the town school where the exercises were to take place in the open
air. A shrine had been erected Tor the occasion and a Shinto service
was held in memory of Perry and Harris, with music, several priests,
and the usual banquet heaped up on tables; the evil spirits were
driven away by waving sakaki branches, the audience was purified
with sacred water, and then the chief priest was in a position to ask
the gods to descend and to listen to our petition for the repose of the
souls of the two heroes which he read from a parchment. There-
after we all came up and offered sakaki branches and finally the little
door in the shrine was closed, indicating that the gods might now
retire.
There followed speeches, many of them—from the Governor, the
Mayor, the chairman of the celebration committee, Dcbuchi on
behalf of Hirota, Kabayama, Admiral Nomura, Yamada, a descend-
ant of the famous Egawa Hidetatsu, and myself. Yamada, who is
reputed as an orator, spoke very frankly and said that the next twenty
years of Japanese-American friendship were going to be much more
important (and impliedly critical) than the past eighty years, and

